Prokhor Zykov to bring him his horse. He jumped into hij
saddle, and at a swift trot rode down to a valley where tc
had stationed a squadron of cavalry in reserve. Througl
the orchards and over the fences he made his way to tifei
squadron, and found the cossacks dismounted and at ease.
When still a little way off he drew his sword and shouted;
" To horse I " In a moment the two hundred cossacks haj
mounted. The squadron commander rode forward to mm
Gregor.
" Are we to attack ? " he asked.
" Yes, and high time too ! " Gregorys eyes flashed. " Til
lead the squadron myself." He turned to the men :
" In troop formation as far as the other end of the village,
forward! "
Beyond the village he ordered the squadron to form up in
readiness to attack, tried whether his sword would slip
easily from his scabbard and, riding some fifty yards in
front of the squadron, led it at a gallop towards Klimovk$,
At the top of the rise overlooking Klimovka he reined in hfe,
horse for a moment and studied the position.  Below him"
the horse and foot Red soldiers were galloping and running
in retreat.  Gregor half turned towards his squadron.
" Draw swords ! Into the attack ! Brothers, follow me ! "
he shouted, drawing his sword and crying : " Hurrah !"
He set his horse at a gallop towards the village. The tightly
drawn reins quivered in his left hand, the sword raised
above his head whistled through the wind.
An enormous white cloud obscured the sun for a minute
or two and, overtaking Gregor, a grey shadow slipped with
apparent deliberation over the rise. He turned his eyes for
a moment from the huts of Klimovka to the bright yello\^
joyous light fleeing somewhere before him. An inexplicable
and unconscious desire to overtake the light speeding over
the ground took possession of him.  He struck his horse and
put it into its fastest gallop, and after a few moments1
desperate riding the horse's outstretched head was lit up with
a network of sunlight, and its ruddy hair suddenly gleamed
brilliantly golden. At that very moment a shot rang out
from the street in front: the wind brought the sound of the
explosion to his ears. Another second, and then, through*
the thunder of his horse's hoofs, through the whistle op
bullets and the roaring of the wind past his ears he ceased